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S U B M I S S I O N S

Amidst the darkest and most 
painful moments of our lives, 
we can fi nd inspirati on. This has 
been the case for much of Juan 
Heinrich’s life. An endless search 
for inspirati on, coupled with an 
insati able yearning to create, he 
is a creator who takes the dark 
moments of his life and conquers 
them by making stories. The 
culminati on of this eff ort, currently 
manifesti ng itself in the form of 
his newest project, EQUINOX 

Juan is a fi rst generati on Chilean 
American, born in Cleveland Ohio, 
and as far back as he can remember, 
he was a storyteller. Obsessed with 
the works of great directors like 
Steven Spielberg and Sergio Leone, 
and inspired by creators like Hergé 
(Tinti n), Albert Uderzo (Asterix and 
Obelix), and Jim Lee, he was creati ng 
his own stories and making art. 

“Maybe we retell the same stories 
over and over again, unti l we get 
them right.” — James Joyce

As Juan grew as a creator, he spent 
a large amount of his professional 
career working in the fi lm and 
video industry. Aft er learning every 
positi on there is in fi lm, he turned 
his att enti on toward directi ng and 
storyboarding. Finding success 
in his art quickly, he managed to 

gain a wide range of experience on 
everything from small short fi lms, 
to high end commercials, and even 
some jobs with large Hollywood 
producti on companies. However, 
his eff orts always culminated in 
frustrati on, as his desire to tell 
his own stories overpowered 
him, or found themselves to be 
too diffi  cult to create on his own 
without large funding sources 
unavailable to him at the ti me. 

Once Juan made the shift  to comics 
he quickly found himself signed to a 
small NYC publisher  Hound Comics 
and made one issue of a creator-
owned ti tle “Slave.” Soon aft er, he 
developed the very elaborate and 
epic graphic novel series EQUINOX. 
Once the concept took shape 
many of the building blocks began 
quickly falling into place. He built 
a large fan base on Facebook with 
his art page JCH Studio, and also 
had several successful Kickstarter 
campaigns which has fueled the 
conti nuati on of EQUINOX.

Three more chapters of the 
EQUINOX saga were released in 
2019. To learn more, you can follow 
him on social media and Kickstarter 
where he releases regular updates.

Juan Heinrich
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It’s a New Year.
I’m supposed to have some New Year’s resolutions, but I don’t typically prescribe to that.

If I did, it would look something like this: 
Eat better. 

Do more exercise. 
Be a better listener. 

Go see more art. 
Drive less. 

Concentrate more on my happiness. 
Give more.

But in reality, it looks more like this: I’m going to try. Try my hardest. I’m 
going to love. Love my hardest. I’m going to live. Live my hardest.

T H O U G H T S  O N … T H O U G H T S  O F F
B Y  J A R K

An attempt to understand the process of a simple existence through a fl owing river of rant and observation…

N O T E  F R O M  T H E  E D I T O R  /  I L L Y A  d e T O R R E S

Every cup of coff ee has a story. 
You might not think it does, but it 
does as certain as the day is long 
and someti mes rainy. You wake 
up and brew a cup, or swing by 
your favorite café with your trusty 
barista, exchanging knowing glances 
amounti ng to a fantasti c cup of muddy 
water with litt le to no interacti on 
(aside from monetary), which is 
awesome because no-one is on their 
A-game at such an early hour without 
the kickstart chemical compositi on 
of caff eine and… whatever else your 
compositi on consists of. Anyway, 

I tried explaining to my daughter 
on the fl ight from Portland to San 
Diego, that I remembered every cup 
of coff ee I've ever had the pleasure 
(or displeasure) of making the 
acquaintance of. And that's the truth 
(in the most loosest sense of the word) 
It's the way I remember important 
days or events in my life. A fi rst trip 
to a new city I would eventually live 
in… A fl y by speck of a town I would 
never visit again… A familiar friend 
to welcome me to another day out 
of 10,000 that seems in all respect 
like the 9,999 days preceding it, to 

remind me that they all are special. 
Every cup was the accumulati on of 
multi ple energies coming together 
exactly right to create an experience 
that should not be taken lightly,  
no matt er how inconsequenti al 
it may seem on the surface…

Life. Is like… a cup of coff ee… or 
coff ee is like… life… respect it and 
recognize it for what it is and what 
it could be… and… and… always 
remember: or you might just forget…  

That is all I have to say about that. 
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W R I T T E N  B Y  J A C O B  A I E L L O

After we'd finally found a 
spot, pitched our tents and 
eaten a dinner of chips and 
salsa — because no one wanted 
to expose their skin to the 
mosquitoes for long enough to 
cook over the Coleman stove  — 
and everyone had gone to bed 
already, even though it was only 
six o'clock because seriously, the 
mosquitoes were really that bad, 
it was just Corinn and I talking 
between our respective tents 
right next to each other. 

"So I haven't really told anyone 

yet," she said, "but there's 
something I want to get your 
opinion on."

"Oh my god. You're pregnant."
She guffawed. "Nope. Steph 

and Cara and I are thinking about 
starting a dance company."

I didn't know dance then, and 
I don't really know dance now. 
I have a passing knowledge of 
Isadora Duncan and Martha 
Graham. I just watched the 
Fosse/Verdon miniseries. Once 
in Texas I went to see Riverdance, 
but the tickets were free and I 

We were just above tree 
line, looking for someplace 
flat enough to pitch a tent. 
A couple hundred feet 
back our friends were 
carrying the cooler. It was 
dusk. I'd forgotten how 
bad the mosquitoes get. 
I'd forgotten how much I 
hated camping. "Why are we 
doing this again?" I asked. 
No one answered. It was a 
rhetorical question.

10 Year Anniversary

4
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T R I P T H E D A R K  |  1 0  Y E A R S !

never not been moved. You don't need gilded 
chandeliers hanging above your head to be awed 
by dance.

I asked Corinn and Steph, now the co-directors 
of TriptheDark about their experience with the 
company over the past ten years. Think about 
what you were doing ten years ago: the type 
of person you were, how you spent your time, 
what your priorities were. Between the two of 

them they've had multiple 
jobs and even different career 
paths, had some break-ups, 
got married, had children, 
become homeowners, bought 
a theater. But the constant of 
TriptheDark has remained. 
Diana Schultz, Erin Shannon, 
and Kaician Kitko have all been 
dancing with the company 
nearly since its inception. 
Anna Rudinsky, Ashley 
Long, and Timothy Johnson 
joined soon after, and Taylor 
McDougall a few years later. 
Along the way, many dancers 
and actors have been a part 
of the TriptheDark family, 
performing for one or two 

shows before moving out of town or moving on 
to other artistic endeavors. TriptheDark has 
collaborated with dozens of artists on projects, 
including a commercial for the newspaper street 
roots, dance/modeling clothing for Jane's Vanity, 
choreography for Corinn's husband's band, Babel 
Echo, for music videos and album release parties, 
choreography for shows with Stageworks Ink, 
performing alongside Mike Midlo and Pancake 
Breakfast, and so much more. What makes them 
keep doing what they do?

"For me, it has been sort of a constant in my 
life amid the chaos," says Corinn. "Since Steph 
and I do all of the story development, music 
selection, marketing, scheduling, costuming, 
directing, bookkeeping, and all around 
management of the company, it definitely 
becomes a source of stress and worry at certain 
times each year, but it's the kind of stress that is 

had a crush on the girl who brought me. Dance 
has never been something I'd actively seek out, 
and that, Corinn went on to explain to me, would 
be the point of TriptheDark. To bring dance out 
of the opera houses and ballet theaters and into 
the dive bars and performance studios. I was 
dubious, but I'm a really really good friend. "We'll 
see," I said.

The first time I saw them perform was at the 
Doug Fir Lounge, opening 
for the album release party 
for Pancake Breakfast. There 
were hula hoops and confetti 
and poi dancing and I couldn't 
believe these were my friends! 
They were so talented! I felt 
a surge of pride as I imagined 
their talent reflecting back on 
me, their friend.

Their next show was even 
bolder. For Throwing Stones, 
they interpreted Radiohead's 
Amnesiac with the use of giant 
marionettes, live drawing, 
shadow play and tap, their 
costumes and props cobbled 
together from the cast's own 
belongings and wardrobe 
or hand-sewn by their co-founder, Stephanie 
Seaman. The creativity they employed, utilizing 
color and light, shadow and silence, was just as 
mesmerizing as anything you'd see at the Schnitz, 
and you didn't even need a lid for your beer.

Over the years my wife Amy and I have been 
to every show TriptheDark has ever done, one 
show every year. They reinterpreted the Little Red 
Riding Hood fairy tale twice, once even from the 
perspective of her besotted grandmother. Some 
shows are more thematically abstract, like Picture 
Sentence Picture, and other shows take from their 
source material of pop cultural phenomena like 
Twin Peaks, Labyrinth, Dirty Dancing or House 
of Cards the scaffolding from which they create 
their own incredibly unique performances. They 
are campy. They are loud. They are inspirational 
and they are very often transcendent. Of all the 
shows we've seen these last ten years, we have 

For me, it has 
been sort of 

a constant in 
my life amid 
the chaos…

—Corinn
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balanced out by having a physical and creative 
outlet multiple times a week, with people that 
we have danced alongside for so long that it has 
become a family." Stephanie adds, "The driver 
for me is that I know that what we have created 
is not only a source of joy and passion for us, but 
that our dancers come back each year because 
it's professionally run, it allows them an outlet to 
dance with adults at their level, and a reason to 
leave the house in the dark winter evenings when 
it's so much easier to stay home and cuddle up by 
the fireplace with a beer. We just do those things 
after rehearsal!" 

Ten years feels like a milestone. A decade. It's 
also not at all what either of them expected. 
Corinn has never been much for future planning. 
Envisioning life ten years in the future was 
definitely not something she was able to wrap 
her head around when she was 25. Maybe they 
would just do a couple shows, maybe they would 
just be available to other artists in need of 
dancers, maybe they would all hate each other 
in a year and it would go nowhere. Ten years is 
the longest relationship Corinn and Steph have 
ever been in. Ten years is a third to a quarter of 
their lifetimes. Ten years is five years times two. 
In appreciation of this anniversary, their new 
show is called Ten. "We're not very good with 
names," Steph remarks. The show focuses on 
Ten Deadly Sins (and you thought there were 
only Seven!), with their traditional brand of wit, 
drama and irreverence. In addition, every person 
who has ever participated in a TriptheDark show 
or collaboration has been invited to submit a 
video clip that Corinn and Steph will turn into a 
longer video they will show at their closing night 
reception on March 14.

Before every show, usually Steph or Corinn 
or one of their envoys will walk out on stage to 
introduce to the audience what they can expect 
from the performance. They will encourage 
audience participation. Foot-stomping. Cheering. 
Hooting and hollering. You might think you were 
at a hootenanny. You wouldn't necessarily be 
wrong. After every show, Amy will whisper to me, 
"I think that was my favorite one yet."

6
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Elk Rock Island is actually what’s left of a very old volcano, and 
is only accessible across a land bridge during the warmer months 
when the river is lower. Home to blue heron and other wildlife, 
it’s such a lovely escape when you need a dose of nature that 
is still close to home. During the early 1900s, a large, raucous 
dance hall was located on one side of the island until it burned 
down, can you believe it?

Long before that, though, The Clackamas Native Peoples called 
this area home, and the salmon-rich rivers were literally a way of 
life. Sun-dried or plank-smoked salmon would sustain the people 
during the cold winter months, and the plentiful fish would even 
attract other tribes wanting to trade for goods or pay for the 
opportunity to fish the river themselves.

Today, we can look forward to the evolution of Milwaukie Bay 
Park: that stretch of land directly across from downtown. There 
are wonderful plans in the works to make this an accessible, 
community gathering and to be a real focal-point for the area. 
Look for environmental and functional art, a place for crowds to 
enjoy live performance, a play area for young ones, and more. I’m 
so excited for the park to take shape, hopefully within the next 
couple of years.

Whichever side of the Willamette River you live on, it truly does 
belong to us all. Let’s visit more often, take care of it, and treat it 
like the treasure it is.

This past Labor Day, I made my way 
down the trail and crossed over to 
Elk Rock Island. The island sits in the 
middle of the Willamette River, just 
south of downtown and has a small 
sandy beach. It was such a peaceful, 
cheery place that I wondered why 
I had waited so long to visit (it had 
been decades since I was there) and 
promised myself that I’d be back soon.

Sarah Bagley is a Milwaukie 
Enthusiast, illustrator, web 
designer. She can be found 
at www.sarahbagley.land

The Willamette is the  
Beating Heart of Milwaukie
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It’s 1967. Harold Stein travels from his home on Long Island to his small shoe store 
in a predominantly black Brooklyn neighborhood. 

Fearful of being robbed, or worse, Stein operates his store behind a locked door while his wife, 
Sylvia, remains trapped at home by her own demons and a culture that denies her dreams. 

Millie True and her son, Jimmy, live in the Brooklyn neighborhood where Stein sells shoes. When Millie 
witnesses a friend of Jimmy's trying unsuccessfully to buy a pair of shoes in Stein's store, the ensuing events 

challenge not only Stein and the community but also those of us who bear witness to his journey.
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In the late 60’s I was angry with my father for two 
reasons: He refused to acknowledge my mother’s 
alcoholism, and he owned a shoe store in Brooklyn 
where his customer base was primarily black 
women. I had no idea then how futile it was to try 
to fix someone else’s alcoholism, nor how hurtful my 
words were when I called him a ghetto merchant. 
I was just royally pissed at my dad for those two 
reasons, one personal, one political. In the late 60’s, 
as my sensibilities were forming, I heard for the first 
time that the personal was the political. That’s what 
we said. That was the mantle we wore going into 
battle. Even with our dads.

In 1967, race riots broke out across the country. 
The government-commissioned Kerner Report 
blamed the problem on white racism, not just in 
the south as northerners liked to tell themselves, 
but rampant in the north where systemic racism 
kept people out of decent jobs and housing. In 
1967, I was 21, out of college and in a bad marriage. 
Visiting home, my father was a perfect target for 
my own self-doubt. There he was, commuting from 
our middle-class family home on Long Island to his 
Brooklyn store six days a week, selling overpriced 
shoes to women with limited choices. I railed at him 
with the fury of the young and newly aware, coming 
into my own on the backs of whomever I deemed 
less “conscious.” Because of the 67 riots, most of 
the Jewish store owners in the neighborhood kept 
their doors locked during normal business hours. My 
father was one of them. He let customers in one by 
one and never let a black male in by himself. I was 
horrified. I was ashamed. I was furious at my father. 
And my mother was drinking more than ever. I left 
home for a long time after that visit.

In the 1980’s, I was living in San Francisco and 
re-reading a favorite novel, Nathaniel Hawthorne’s 

The Scarlet Letter. Hawthorne’s ancestors had a 
brutal reputation as harsh persecutors of both 
the Quakers and the innocent women of Salem, 
Massachusetts. His great-great grandfather, John 
Hathorne, was a judge at the Salem Witch Trials. In 
the novel’s preface, Hawthorne apologized for his 
over-zealous progenitors:

“I know not whether these ancestors of mine 
bethought themselves to repent…or whether they 
are now groaning under heavy consequences…in 
another state of being. At all events, I, the present 
writer, as their representative, hereby take shame 
upon myself for their sakes, and pray that any curse 
incurred by them… may be now and henceforth 
removed.”

I wrote Blind to apologize for my father’s “ghetto 
merchant” behavior as well as my own part in 
various forms of oppression. As often happens, I 
discovered more than anticipated while writing. First 
an award-winning short story, then a screenplay, the 
present stage play Blind lives as a piece of revisionist 
history, a kind of “what if” scenario to inform the 
present, as well as a posthumous apology to my Dad 
for judging him so harshly given his entire set of 
circumstances as a human being. Whether my play 
or any piece of art contributes in a significant way 
to greater understanding and less inequity is not my 
call. My writing is a selfish act, really, one I cannot 
live without. I know others who have truly sacrificed 
for justice, and I admire them greatly. 

I do hope that when you come to see the very 
talented cast in the upcoming production of Blind at 
Chapel Theatre Collective, you leave with something 
you didn’t have before—a thought, a feeling, a 
memory, some crazy notion of possibility and 
equanimity that moves you forward. – Bonnie

O N  F A T H E R S ,  S I N  &  A R T :

Blind
B Y  P L A Y W R I G H T ,  B O N N I  R A T N E R
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When asked by Bonnie Ratner, would I be interested 
in directing her play, Blind , I said to her I would like 
to read the play before deciding to take the helm as 
director. There are many variables that play into my 
taking on a project.  So, you may ask: “What are those 
variables”? 

Simply, I go back to my roots, and ask the question 
what I look for in a playwright; and that is vision, 
artistry, the ability to use words, the ability to create 
unusual images out of unusual things. I believe Bonnie 
has done this with her play, Blind. 

Bonnie has set her story between two separate 
sections of New York City that are as different in 
landscape and culture, and family relations; Bedford 
Stuyvesant, Brooklyn and Ocean Side, Long Island. 
It is in this difference we discover the Blind truth. 
She has set it amongst the turbulence of the 1960’s, 
specifically late 1967 and early 1968 right at the death 
of Dr. Martin Luther King Jr., a time in our country’s 
history that cannot and will not be forgotten. Racial 
tensions were at an all time high in this little corner of 
the world. What is unusual is that which was the past 
is now in the present. 

It is within this setting where Ms. Ratner has set 
her story. A place where there is turmoil on the 
outside juxtaposed to the turmoil on the inside (The 
Home). Each and every character in Bonnie’s play are 
trapped by their blindness. In order to move forward 
they must face their fears. Each must find their own 
reconciliation. Therein lies the conflict, which leads to 
possible resolution, which leads to great story-telling 
on behalf of Ms. Bonnie Ratner. This is why I am 
directing Ms. Ratner’s play, Blind.

I have been lucky enough to be involved with Blind 
since my talented director friend, Bobby Bermea, cast 
me in a staged reading of the play for Fertile Ground 
2017. Playing the character of Harold Stein, even 
in reading format, was one of my most rewarding, 
enriching theatre experiences. The script was so well 
written, the dialogue felt instantly familiar, while the 
content of the script taught me aspects of my Jewish 
history I was previously unfamiliar with.

An added bonus to the experience was the beginning 
of what has turned into a cherished collaborative 
friendship with Blind’s playwright, Bonnie Ratner. So 
much so, that when I became co-artistic director of 
Chapel Theatre Collective, one of my first thoughts was 
figuring out how to include Blind in one of our seasons.

Fast forward to Fertile Ground 2020, and we have 
made that vision a reality, bringing Blind to its World 
Premiere fully staged production!

The question of why produce Blind is even more 
profound for me now than it was a year ago when we 
decided to produce it. This past summer, my 14 year old 
son and I went on a Holocaust tour in Eastern Europe. 
And while Blind is set against the backdrop of the Civil 
Rights era not the Holocaust, experiencing Jewish 
history on such a deeper level allowed me to return to 
the script with new insight into cultural patterns such 
as fear of outsiders, protectiveness of family privacy, 
and cultural isolation so extreme as to ironically border 
on ignorance and narrow-mindedness. 

It is this tangible separateness, so easily justified 
as self or familial protection, that Blind so beautifully 
holds a mirror to. How do we overcome our fear of the 
unknown to find togetherness rather than division? 
This question is immediately relevant, whether 
it’s being asked globally or in our most intimate 
relationships.

WHY I ' M 
DIREC TING

Blind
WHY

Blind?

B Y  W I L L I A M  ( B I L L )  E A R L  R A Y , 
D I R E C T O R

B Y  J A S O N  G L I C K ,
A C T O R / A S S O C I A T E  F O U N D E R ,  C T C

10
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PUT TOGETHER

I N T R O D U C T I O N  B Y  J A S M I N E  P E T T E T  

– C U R A T O R / C R E A T O R  O F  T E L L T A L E  –

Time is so fleeting. We get awfully 
distracted by things—dishes, laundry, 
walk the dog, commute to work, did 
you remember to pay the garbage 
bill… and sometimes we lose the 
point. The leaves are nearly gone from 
the trees. The days are so dark by 
the time you leave work. Sometimes 
the point is hard to even remember. 
Your to do list is long, but it feels 
impossible. The rain just keeps 
coming down outside the windows. 

If you stand in the mirror and look 
at yourself long enough, the features 
all start to swim a bit, and it’s easy 
to convince yourself that the parts 
don’t fit, that you’d been put together 
wrong. The slope of your lips, the 
bones beneath the soft parts, the 
precise shade of your eyes. There’s 
no way that this is real life, and this 
is the body and the brain you’re 
stuck with forever, right? There’s no 
way that this is it, this is you, these 
are the parts that go together to 
make up the mess of thoughts that 
makes you exist. There’s no way. 

This next story is the opposite of that. 
This story is about remembering the 
point, and realizing that you were 
put together right the whole time. 
Look in the mirror afterwards and 
feel grateful for that strange brain of 
yours. The point never went anywhere.

I’m Not Surprised 
Jan. 9 @ 8pm 

You Are Not Alone  
Feb. 20 @ 8pm

Join us at Chapel Theatre!

U P C O M I N G  T E L L T A L E  S H O W S :
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I was feeling lost but hopeful, boarding the plane from Portland, Oregon to 
Gatwick Airport. It, luckily, did not crash down and I embarked, less heartbroken 

by the minute, to complete a one year Master’s degree at Brighton University. 

E V E R Y T H I N G ’ S  G O N N A  B E

F I N E  F I N E  F I N E
B Y  K A J  J E N S E N

I was feeling lost but hopeful, 
boarding the plane from Portland, 
Oregon to Gatwick Airport. It, 
luckily, did not crash down and 
I embarked, less heartbroken by 
the minute, to complete a one 
year Master’s degree at Brighton 
University. One of the things I 
loved about England is the people’s 
general enthusiasm for bursting 
into song. At the pub, in the tube 
station, in the streets—people love a 
sing-along. As I write this in the mid-
afternoon in Brighton, some women 
are joyously singing “Eternal Flame” 
in the street outside my window.

I grew up with radio sing-alongs 
in the car (accompanied by seated 
dancing with lots of hand gestures), 
church hymns, and school choir. 
I even competed in a few singing 
competitions as a kid. Once I 
graduated from high school there 
were far fewer opportunities to sing 

in a crowd, although I carried on the 
car singing tradition. Eventually, I 
found myself working as a karaoke 
DJ at a lesbian bar in Omaha, 
and realised that group singing 
happened in the bar when you’re 
a grown-up. Somewhere between 
summer camp and college people 
apparently lost the ability to sing 
without some liquid courage, I 
guess. All my musical theatre friends 
and folks who generally just liked 
an excuse to sing their favorite pop 
songs turned up every week to belt 
out a few tunes and sing along with 
their friends. I loved figuring out 
what songs would be crowd-pleasers 
on any given night. My rotation 
ranged from Melissa Etheridge's 
“Come to my Window” to numbers 
from Grease or Rocky Horror 
Show, Big and Rich’s “Save a Horse, 
Ride a Cowboy,” Eve 6’s “Inside 
Out,” and a few Bon Jovi power 

ballads. Sometimes I sang Carrie 
Underwood’s “Before He Cheats” 
but switched all the pronouns 
to female, which always got a lot 
of enthusiastic cheers. I didn’t 
consider myself an exceptional 
singer, or a musician, but I could 
generally carry a tune well enough. I 
enjoyed singing for the pleasure and 
catharsis and community. 

When I started taking 
testosterone things changed. People 
literally stopped being able to hear 
me a few months after I started 
taking it. It happened to some of my 
other friends as well after starting 
hormone replacement therapy. 
We hypothesized that people are 
unconsciously listening for you at a 
particular frequency, and when your 
voice happens at a different one, it’s 
a bit like the whole Yanny/Laural 
thing. I was a Yanny to the Laurals 
and a Laural to the Yannys.
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I also started having a harder time singing along to 
my favourite songs. They don’t call it second puberty 
for nothing—as my vocal chords thickened and my 
voice broke when I talked too loudly, the notes weren’t 
in the same places any more. It made me feel really self-
conscious and sad. I remembered reading, probably in 
the book Gender Failure, that Rae Spoon had chosen not 
to take testosterone to protect their singing voice. It felt 
like I’d made the opposite choice, that losing my voice 
was the price I had to pay to have a body that felt more 
like home. I wasn’t the first to make this difficult choice. 
Ariel did it in my favorite Disney movie growing up, The 
Little Mermaid. The idea of giving up my voice for the 
body that felt more right was deeply ingrained from a 
young age.

Occasionally I dreamt of scraping together the cash 
for vocal training, although I had never known anyone 
but trans women to do such a thing. Mostly I just 
stopped singing any louder than a tentative whisper. I 
also stopped shouting at shows and protests because 
I couldn’t trust my voice to come out loudly without 
breaking. I started to focus more on writing, avoided 
karaoke, and switched to listening to podcasts on road 
trips. I wasn’t miserable—after a while I mostly forgot 
these were things that used to be a significant part of my 
life.

I was lucky enough to become friends with the 
members of Bloom, who invited me to come along to the 
Cornbury Music Festival where they were performing. 
Having somehow navigated all of my twenties without 
attending one, it was my first since a Christian music 
festival I attended when I was ten or eleven. 

One of the headliners, it turned out, was Alanis 
Morissette, which was all I needed to push me from 
“Interested” to a definite “Yes.” Most of the acts on the 
main stages were the type of bands who play nostalgia 
tours at outdoor summer concert series held behind 
casinos in the US. I didn’t recognize the names of most 
of the performers—one hit wonders from the nineties 
and early aughts. 

On the way there we rocked out to Jagged Little Pill 
in the car, and I sang along in the restrained way I had 
adopted. I still knew all the lyrics to every song. When 
the album came out I had been ten. One of my favorite 
lines to scream was “I’m brave but I’m chickenshit” 
because even though the version played on the radio 
had “shit” edited out, I felt like it gave me permission to 
say a swear word. The album gave me permission to be 
contradictory, to be angry, to have opinions. 

When I was 17 the album came back into rotation. I 
was temporarily homeless, crashing on a friend’s couch. 

I’ll never forget the night my friend Jess, who was in the 
middle of a hard breakup, came over and we screamed 
along to all the songs. We hadn’t got it all figured out 
just yet, but we were in good company. That album 
soothed something primal and raw in us. 

Fast forward to a few years later, and I’m at Cornbury 
Festival. The beginning chords of “All I Really Want” are 
starting as I work my way up close enough to the stage 
to see pretty well, but not so close that strangers are 
crushing in around me and I don’t have room to dance. 

A crowd of women stood outside the festival gates 
stage-left. They hadn’t gotten tickets to attend the 
festival, but had come anyway to sing along and have 
their own party just out of eyesight. From the slight 
hill where I stood, protected by a tree, I could see them 
wheeling around in pure joy. I doubt Alanis could see 
them from the stage, but she seemed to sense them, 
gravitating to our side of the audience in the peak 
moments. She seemed to love singing all her classics 
from decades before as much as we loved dancing and 
singing along to them.

Something softened in my chest, unclenched ever so 
slightly. I breathed deep into my belly, my diaphragm 
expanding in a way it had nearly forgotten. Without 
thinking about it, I found myself belting out the song 
along with her. It was as if Alanis had unlocked the 10 
and 17 year-old parts of me that didn’t give a fuck about 
anyone else’s opinion of my voice or of me. Oblivious 
of the hundreds of other bodies dancing and singing, 
except the occasional thrill of joy from catching sight of 
those racaus women on the other side of the fence. 

After the concert I joined the throng of fellow-festival 
goers back to the campgrounds. A few dozen of us 
eventually gathered around the campfire, and because 
those lovely Brits love their public sing-alongs, I got to 
help lead several hours of joyous, unabashed singing. We 
sang “Space Oddity,” Spice Girls, “Sweet Caroline” and 
“No Scrubs,” half of the Beatles catalogue, and dozens 
more songs to varying degrees of completion beyond the 
chorus. We even made it all the way through “Bohemian 
Rhapsody” which is no mean feat acapella. After five 
years without my voice, I found it again.

Kaj is a trans, genderqueer person who completed 
a Masters of Creative Writing at University of 

Brighton in 2018. They write personal narrative, 
compose audio essays, work on video games 

and craft the occasional poem. They can often be 
found spying on birds when they’re not writing 
and researching. Find them @SpeedOfHuman 

on Facebook, Instagram, and Twitter.
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Visit us online or on Facebook to see most current class schedules, 
upcoming events, and more!

chapeltheatremilwaukie.com
Chapel Theatre, 4107 SE Harrison St., Milwaukie, OR 97222

W E D 1 F r i 3T H U 2 S at 4 m o n 6

m o n 13 w e d 15t u e 14 t h u 16 s at 18

s u n 26 t u e 28M O N 27 w e d 29 t h u 30

t u e 7 s at 11w e d 10w e d 8 s u n 12

M O N 20 t u e 21 w e d 22

S AT. 9

Chapel Theatre Collective
Presents:

BLIND
written by Bonnie ratner

Directed by William Earl Ray

THURS-SAT
7:30pm / Doors 7pm

SUN:
2pm / Doors 1:30pm

Part of Fertile 
Ground 2020

OPENING WEEKEND!

RUNS Jan 16 - Feb 8

t u e 9

Telltale:
I'm not surprised
8pm / Doors 7:30pm

storytelling

New Year's Day

Veterans Day

S at 4

BRIDGE CITY 
IMPROV

7:30pm / Doors 7pm

COMEDY

s u N 5

TRIPTHEDARK:
TAP CLASSES 

10am – Noon

DANCE

RUNS 0/05-02/09

w e d 8W E D 8

Llewelling 
neighborhood 
association meeting 

6:30pm / Doors 6pm

s u n 12s u N 12

TRIPTHEDARK:
TAP CLASSES
EVERY SUNDAY
10am – Noon

DANCE

t h u 6 t h FEB F R I 7 t h FEB S AT 8 T H FEB

t h u 23 F R I 24 S AT 25 S U N 26

t h u 30 F R I 31 S AT 1s t FEB S U N 2nd FEB

T h u 16 F R I 17 S AT 18 S U N 19

J A N U A R Y  2 0 2 0

s u n 26S U N 26

CHapel Theatre Collective:

BLIND
2pm / Doors 1:30pm

TRIPTHEDARK: 
TAP CLASSES 

10am
to Noon 12pm

T H U 30

Lunch with Linestorm: 
The Mysterious Affair at Styles 
Readings of new works in progress 
by the members of LineStorm 
Playwrights.

RUNS Jan 30 - Feb 9 THEATRE

Fertile Ground 2020

CHapel Theatre
Collective:

BLIND
7:30pm
Doors 7pm

F R I 31

CHapel Theatre Collective:

BLIND
7:30pm / Doors 7pm

Lunch with Linestorm 
12pm
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Visit us online or on Facebook to see most current class schedules, 
upcoming events, and more!

chapeltheatremilwaukie.com
Chapel Theatre, 4107 SE Harrison St., Milwaukie, OR 97222

S AT 1 M o n 3S U N 2 T U E 4 W E D 5 T H U 6

T H U 13 S AT 15F R I 14 t h u 16 T U E 18

T U E 25 T H U 27 F R I 28W E D 26

F R I 7 T U E 11M O N 10S U N 9w e d 8 W E D 12

W E D 19 T H U 21 F R I 21 S AT 22 S U N 23 M O N 24

S u n 16 M O N 17

T H U 20

Telltale:
You are 
not ALONE
8pm / Doors 7:30pm

storytelling

F E B R U A R Y  2 0 2 0

S U N 9

TRIPTHEDARK:
TAP CLASSES 

10am – Noon

DANCE

S AT 1

CHapel Theatre Collective:

BLIND
7:30pm / Doors 7pm

Lunch with Linestorm 
12pm

T H U 6

CHapel Theatre Collective:

BLIND
7:30pm / Doors 7pm

Lunch with Linestorm 
12pm

F R I 7

CHapel Theatre Collective:

BLIND
7:30pm / Doors 7pm

Lunch with Linestorm 
12pm

S AT 8

CHapel Theatre Collective:

BLIND
7:30pm / Doors 7pm

Lunch with Linestorm 
12pm

S U N 2

CHapel Theatre Collective:

BLIND
2pm / Doors 1:30pm

THEATRE

M O N 3

Lunch with Linestorm
Readings of new works in 
progress by the members 
of LineStorm Playwrights.

12pm

T U E 4

Lunch with Linestorm
Readings of new works in 
progress by the members 
of LineStorm Playwrights.

12pm

W E D 5

Lunch with Linestorm
Readings of new works in 
progress by the members 
of LineStorm Playwrights.

12pm

W E D 12W E D 12

Llewelling 
neighborhood 
association meeting 

6:30pm / Doors 6pm

S AT 15

STEAMPUNK
VALENTINE's DAY 
PARTY !!!
7:30pm / Doors 7pm

S u n 16S U N 16

WINTER 
PERFORMANCE 
SERIES:
BRIDGE CITY IMPROV
5pm / Doors 5:30pm

closing night

F R I 28F R I 30

TRIPTHEDARK
10 year anniversary SHOW !!!

7:30pm / Doors 7pm
Fri & Sat Nights

RUNS: FEB 28 to MARCH 14
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She is no-nonsense as she 
welcomes the audience to her 
reading series, Telltale, mentions 
the paired mottos of “get 
vulnerable,” and “take no shit,” 
and explains how the series 
arose in the wake of the slow-
motion disaster of the current 
presidential administration. She 
introduces performers by reading 
a short bio and thanks them after 
they read. 

At one of the early Telltale 
shows, which occur monthly 
at the Chapel Theatre in 
Milwaukie, the power went out, 
and people read their tales by 
flashlight. Jasmine Pettet rolled 
with it, as she rolls with the 
cathartic stories of challenges, 
absurdity, trauma, sadness, 
humor, and change offered by the 
performers. 

Pettet grew up in Warsaw, 
Indiana, where she found bugs 

fascinating and liked “bad 90s 
music.” She didn’t exactly fit 
in, and she has no regrets about 
leaving. “I looked straight ahead 
down South Union and up at the 
sky and the birds… Everything 
that happened after was better 
than anything that happened 
before.” 

These days, she works as a 
substance abuse counselor for 
homeless youth in Portland. The 
job is difficult but rewarding. 
“It breaks my damn heart and 
makes me brim with pride and 
hope and such. Sometimes those 
things balance each other out, 
sometimes not so much.” 

Since its inception, Telltale has 
become a popular event at the 
Chapel Theatre. It’s frequently 
edgy and always rewarding. 
The poets, singers, storytellers, 
and comics that perform do 
get vulnerable, and they show 

toughness too, a resilience in 
grappling with the vagaries of 
modern life. Locals and friends 
of performers come from all 
over the metro area. Lineups 
often include people of color 
and LGBTQ readers, and such 
diversity helps make Telltale a 
cultural oasis.  

“I’m pretty proud of creating 
Telltale out of thin air. That was 
out of character for me, since 
public speaking has always been 
terrifying, and for the most part, 
I would rather walk around 
the world invisible all the time 
to avoid any interactions with 
people,” she says. Hosting 
Telltale may be at odds with such 
antisocial tendencies, but the 
tension works for her. 

Although she went to open 
mics as a teenager, Pettet didn’t 
do any more readings for about 
15 years, when she signed up for 

Her hair is October-maple-leaf-red, but Jasmine Pettet isn’t flamboyant.

T O U G H N E S S
T H R O U G H

B Y  J O S H U A  B A K E R

Vulnerability
A  p r o f i l e  o f  J a s m i n e  P e t t e t;  e d i t e d  f o r  l e n g t h  a n d  c l a r i t Y
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Wildfang Free Speech Night. It 
made her nervous. “I wanted 
to throw up.” She did it anyway 
and felt a thrill in the edge of 
performance. “Anxiety is quite 
the drug,” she says.  

Telltale was contrived in 
part to offer a safe space for 
new readers. There is neither a 
sense of competition nor a need 
of literary pedigree, and that 
appeals to many people. Still, 
Pettet thought, “It would just 

be my friends that came. I did 
not expect it to be full of over 
50 strangers every month. That 
shit is wild.” Telltale has evolved, 
and she imagines it will continue 
to do so. “I don’t like staying the 
same for long. My expectations 
are constantly unfurling.” Now, 
after someone reads, she offers 
them commemorative ribbons 
complete with the mottos and 
asks them to share photos on 
social media. 

As for the mottos, she 
believes there is an unrealistic 
expectation that strength 
suggests being independent and 
stoic. “I think that’s a big lie. It’s 
way harder to get vulnerable, let 
people in, tell people that your 
head is messy right now. It’s 
even harder to watch someone 
do that on stage in front of a 
bunch of strangers,” she says. 
She also thinks that in being bold 
enough to put vulnerability on 
display, we can also be “fierce    

I’M PRETTY PROUD OF 
CREATING TELLTALE  

OUT OF THIN AIR. 
THAT WAS OUT OF 
CHARACTER FOR ME,
SINCE PUBLIC SPEAKING 

HAS ALWAYS BEEN 
TERRIFYING…

Continued on p.26
17
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We left the darkly cast 
Portland puddles for the 
bitterly icy and sunny streets of  
Kansas City. 

As I introduced you to my 
family and the boisterous cadre 
of old college cronies, each and 
every one looked upon you with 
honor, embracing you as their 
son, their brother, as though you 
have been with us all along.

And you were happy. And I 
was happy to gift joy to this 
lonely orphan boy who would 
have sat by himself contented-
ly drinking sour coffee, sifting 
through books.

And love blossomed between 
beautiful souls who had in 
common the losses of our 
mothers and we  knew we would 
be together. But our love was a 
confused contract for deferred 
maintenance.

We created a name, Annika, 
combining of our mother’s 
names, Anna and Karen, and it 
would be the name of our baby 
girl. But it was twice abandoned 
with the births of each son.

While love was strong, joy was 
fleeting with lives disorganized 
by multiple businesses, cash 
flows and a home strewn with 
paperwork, toys, and a barking 
dog. Our roles, once under-
stood but never spoken, became 
muddled. We became lonely.

I chose to stay because I was 
invested in the example our 
boys would follow that was you. 
And I could not bear to see you 
return to that place of aloneness 
you occupied for so many years. 
But you chose to go, ravenous 
for a life of uncomplicated order.

As I renewed my love for 
myself that for too many years 

was lost to motherhood and the 
martyrdom assigned, I owned 
my womanly power with a 
sass that eclipsed my youthful 
swagger. 

I continue to open my 
generous heart to others who 
speak of love as a foreign land 
where they hope to someday 
travel. I’ve come to understand 
that the world is wealthy with 
lovers who don’t know how to 
love. Sifting through lost souls is 
a predictable predicament.

When I pick up our boys from 
your new home, her home, they 
tell me excitedly that you will 
be traveling for the holidays. I 
don’t question your quickness to 
coupling. And I’m not surprised 
that she’ll be taking you to the 
frigid winter of her family’s 
midwestern home.

When you told me that you planned to spend Christmas in the Powell’s Books coffee shop,  
I would have none of that, and brought you with me to experience the joy and frivolity  

that our family could muster.

P R E D I C T A B L E
P R E D I C A M E N T

B Y  S A R A H  S H A O U L
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Then a few days later I saw a 
heart shaped sticker on a stop 
sign. I posted that heart with 
the same caption. Then I kept 
seeing hearts and kept posting 
them. Leaves, potato. chips, 
chalk art, even drawn in the 
sand at the beach. Hearts, and 
love, where everywhere. After 
awhile people began to text me 
or direct message me photos 
of hearts they had found in the 
wild. They would say ‘saw this 
and thought of you.’ I love the 
idea that others are noticing 
hearts in the wild because I post 
them so much.

I am a believer that we find 
what we are looking for. I look 
to see love. This morning I 
was reading posts on the next-
door app. A lot of missing pets 
or complaints about people’s 
driving. Then I came across a 
post from a woman who said 

that she and another woman had 
pulled into the gas station at the 
same time. She has asked for a 
small dollar amount of gas and 
the other woman heard her and 
said to fill up her tank, and add 
it to her bill. The woman said 
she over overcome by this act of 
kindness. Love is everywhere.

During a raucous night out 
with friends I overindulged in 
drinks and got sick. My friends 
rallied and got me home and 
tucked into bed. The next 
morning I texted the group my 
apologies and they all were very 
gracious and said that we’ve 
all been there and it was no big 
deal. Love is everywhere.

There are two women 
in Portland who both own 
vending machine companies. 
There are often asked about 
their ‘competition’ and both 
women say that they are not 

in competition for space 
or customers. In fact they 
collaborate. This year they put 
on a vending machine scavenger 
hunt as part of Pedalpalooza and 
it was the most fun I had this 
summer. Love is everywhere.

My favorite poem is 
“Desiderata”, by Max Ehrmann. 
The last stanza includes the 
sentence: “With all its sham, 
drudgery, and broken dreams, 
it is still a beautiful world.”  
I don’t overlook the difficulties 
and the awfulness that is in 
our world and community. 
But what I focus on and allow 
space in my mind and heart 
for are the beautiful parts. 
People supporting each other. 
Positively affecting change. 
Being vulnerable and gentle. 
Hearts in the wild. Love 
is everywhere and I’m not 
surprised. 

One day I noticed a heart painted on a sidewalk and I snapped a photo,  
and posted it to my Instagram story with a caption that said: ‘love is everywhere.’

I  A M
N O T  S U R P R I S E D

B Y  J E N N
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2020

A selection of upcoming Arts Exhibitions, Silent Auctions and Calls for Art/Juried Shows

This five week exhibition opens with a 
party on Friday, January 17, where guests 
can view the auction artwork in person. 
The auction will culminate with a dinner 
party on Saturday, February 29. Auction 
items will be available for online bidding 
starting January 17 and bidding will close 
the evening of February 29, 2020.

Tickets for the opening party and 
closing dinner party will be available 
for purchase through MOOT’s 
website clackamashistory.org

Art in Oregon is a visual arts nonprofit 
that works to foster culturally rich 
regional communities through 
partnerships, advocacy and investment 
in artists, businesses, educational 
spaces, and community spaces. Their 
goal is to build pride in Oregon artists, 
pride in art ownership, increase visibility 
and access to art for all people. 

Co-founded in 2017 by artists Tammy 
Jo Wilson and Owen Premore, AiO’s 
projects include ArtShine.org’s online 
database of Oregon artists, the PACT 
event series, the Stevens-Crawford 
Heritage House Artist Residency, Chapel 
Theatre Artist Residency, and curating 
exhibits of local artists.

To apply for our new residencies, check 
the AiO website: artinoregon.org

Art in Oregon (AiO) and 
the Museum of the Oregon 
Territory (MOOT) have come 
together to host Art Makes 
History, an art exhibition 
and silent auction fundraiser 
in MOOT’s spectacular 
Tumwater Room.

The Arts
Oregon

I N

Art Makes History
Exhibit & Silent Auction

Museum of the Oregon Territory
Located along: 99E 211 Tumwater Dr. 
Oregon City, OR, 97045

—  Opening Night Party 
January 17, 2020

—  Silent Auction Dinner Party 
February 29, 2020

Artwork credit (group image): Ron Bunch, Dotty Hawthorne, Katherine McDowell
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(Artwork credit: Alan Rose)

Veronica Reeves is a polychromatic artist out of Scappoose, 
OR. Her artwork is always bold, and wrestles together 
exceptional ranges of color to create impalpable human 
spaces. Working primarily with acrylic, oil and spray paint 
Reeves creates paintings that hold your attention with 
thoughtful details that require a good long stare.  

Reeves is also a leading force behind the curatorial project 
Dispersal Collective with Portland artist Jason Berlin. 
Dispersal Collective is a mail art project consisting of open 
calls for mail art and accessible exhibition opportunities 
with the intention of garnering public participation in the 
creation of mail art. Dispersal’s mission is to cultivate 
the exchange of tactile ideas between individuals across 
physical distance with the hope of producing greater 
empathic connections. 

To learn more, visit their website dispersalcollective.
com

This artwork by Veronica Reeves will be up for auction 
along with artwork by 12+ other artists: Ronald Bunch, 
Kathryn Cellermini-Moore, Tamara English, Bethany Hays, 
Dotty Hawthorne, Kendra Larson, Katherine McDowell, 
Veronica Reeves, Amanda Triplett, Elo Wobig, Natalie 
Wood, and Beth Yazhari. 

Featured Artists:
Art Makes History
SNEAK PEAK: 
January 17 - February 29, 2020

Artwork credit: Veronica Reeves; 
Until I can't remember my name; 

acrylic and oil on panel 42"x32"

You are Not a Robot takes a positive, humorous, honest, 
and unflinching look at ourselves as humans. This exhibit 
examines humanity’s emotional logical, bringing together 
artwork and projects that reflect the familiar complexities of 
life; asking questions with no definitive answer. As we bravely 
navigate our daily lives, we are keenly aware of the risks 
we take. Still, we venture forth with optimism that we will 
make the best decisions we can based on information from 
our complex personal and social experiences. Our logical 
calculations include the incalculable, such as emotions, 
beliefs, ethics, traumas, joys, love, legacy, loyalty, and longing. 
All personal truths are valid, as chance has brought us 
together in this moment from our di� erent paths. You are 
Not a Robot is an exhibition focused on examining trust in 
one’s perception and building a dialogue towards broader 
understanding and inclusivity.

Juried, Open Call For Art:
You are Not a Robot is a group exhibition curated by Art 
in Oregon and will be on display during the Lake Oswego 
Festival of the Arts, June 26 — 28, 2020. This festival attracts 
some 25,000 visitors during the three day event. 

Now accepting applications through March 15, 2020. 

You are not a Robot
Call for art!

For more information and to apply, please visit: 
artinoregon.org/call-for-art-yanar/
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Portland

Markets

(Oregon, not Maine, for 

clarification when this magazine 

hits the big time East Coast 

market, specifically in Maine)

B Y  H A P P Y  T R A I L S  H E A L Y

H E A L Y ’ S  H I J I N K S
  PROCRASTINATION STATION IS THE NAME OF  

MY GAME. I LIVE LIFE ON THE EDGE. ALWAYS.  
I’M LIVIN’ THE HARDCORE PARCOUR OF LYFE.

If I counted all the markets 
in my life that I’ve frequented 
to an obsessive, totes addictsh 
level amount, my number 
would be none of your business, 
but let’s just say it’s a number 
bigger than 16 and less than 
18. That number is probably 
excessively low, but it’s hard to 
remember all the markets I’ve 
spent my times and dimes in. I 
wouldn’t say that any market 
is better than another, because 
I don’t like confrontation 
and picking a favorite seems 
rude, and all the markets of 
my past are special to me for 
different reasons. What I know 
is that they all deserve the best 
customers, whether that’s me or 
someone else. 

If you’re in the market for a 
market, let me market some 
markets for you in this article 
about markets. If this article 
is useful for you, I suggest you 
mark it. 

The Ride or Die Market
The Plaid, The Sev, and The 

Chev have all served me well. 
No matter what neighborhood 
you live in, one of these bad 
boiz will have your back. Plaid 
Pantry has always had what I 
need. Plaid’z the most tried and 
true for me, ever since I was a 
little kid. They have everything 
from your last minute “mom 
needs you to get milk” needs, 
to every basic candy and chip 
treat you can dream of. The 
Sev, or 7-11 to those less in the 
know, has all your snack needs, 
plus keychains with your name 
on it that you just can’t resist. 
The Sev has served the best 
slurps since 19slurpee-nine 
and I highly suggest one if you 
haven’t indulged. Pro tip: if you 
run your finger under each flave 

to “test it out”, you basically 
get a slurpee for fee if you test 
enough. The last “Ride or Die” 
market around town is The 
Chev, y’know, Chevron with 
Techron-simply smarter… It’s 
grrreAAttt for grabbing lunch 
when you didn’t pack yourself 
anything to eat and it’s all 
that’s within walking distance 
of your work, and you don’t 
have time to go anywhere else. 
Who doesn’t love a bag of nuts 
and some oreos for lunch? Take 
your pick of these Ride or Die 
Markets, you can’t go wrong, 
and they’re literally everywhere. 

The Neighborhood Market
Honestly, one of my favorite 

things to do ever since I was 
a little kid was to walk to 
the neighborhood market. 
The tradish, turning obsesh, 
continued through a stoned 
path during my twenty 
something years. I looked at 
markets as a holy place. When I 
stepped into The Foster Powell 
Market all of my dreams came 
true as I looked around in 
amazement and announced to 
my friend, “There’s so many 
g ood choices!” The choices 
were just as good when my 
neighborhood market shifted 
over to The Belmont Market. 
Right next to the bus stop and 
a block from my house, my life 
was a nonstop market party in 
my mouth. 

It’s important to always have 
a neighborhood market. They 
are a destination spot on a walk 
through the hood, a life saver 
when you need that one thing 
you forgot to remember you 
need and now you need it now, 
and they are a solid routine 
stop every morning to get your 
caffeine fix. The marketeers 

A grown up article full 
of facts by someone who 
worked in a market 
for four years, so…

O PE N
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(people who work in markets) 
become my friends, whether they 
know it or not, and I wonder if they 
think about me after I move away. 
Like, Dave. Dave’s market on NE 
Prescott was a home away from 
home for four years. I remember 
Dave had photos all over, maybe 
of customers, maybe family, and I 
think a photo of a Blazer. I always 
wondered how to get my face up 
there. How loyal did I have to be? I 
gave him all I could, but no matter 
how many transactions occurred, 
my pic never made the cut. I’d 
consider going back, but if he didn’t 
remember me, I’d feel so cheap, 
and I spent way too much money 
there to feel cheap. Seriously. I 
did the math and in four years I 
spent around $6,720 on caffeine 
and snacks. But I guess that’s not 
enough for Dave. 

At the same time I was seeing 
Dave in the morning, in the 
afternoons I was downtown going 
to the Ma and Pa market. My wallet 
only got stolen there once and 
the service was always quick and 
friendly. They’ll never judge you 
for eating a corn dog for breakfast, 
hypothetically speaking. Or two 
corn dogs, hypothetically speaking. 
Or a soda and two corn dogs, 
hypothetically speaking. Ma and Pa 
were never there when I went, but 
maybe someday they’ll read this 
and know how much I love them. 

There’s another market I’d like 
to recommend, but I’m ashamed to 
say after a year of frequent visits, 
and nearly tutoring their daughter, 
but it didn’t work out, mostly 
because I said “no,” I don’t know 
the market, or marketeer’s name. 
They deserve your bizz. It’s the 
market by my old place on Stark. I 
don’t know how else to explain it. 
You have to drive to it, just go, you 
can’t miss it… just stop before you 
pass my place. If you hit The Plaid, 

you’ve gone too far, but you could 
just go there instead. 

The Supermarket Sweep  
and Other Non-Market 
Markets 

If you ever feel like Dave, or 
your version of Dave, or any other 
marketeer in your hood has seen 
you too often, and you’re feeling 
a bit awk about it, stop on in to 
the Sins, Albertsons, if it’s in your 
hood. You can develop lasting 
transactional relations with 
cashiers, which is a larger scale 
version of a marketeer. Fred’s 
or Safeway would suffice, I’m 
assuming. Hours vary by locash… 
locaysh… location. 

Not a market for review, but 
a great show about markets, so 
it’s like research and adds to my 
credibility as a market marketer, 
Supermarket Sweep was very 
relatable for a child from a family 
of 8… I knew what it was like 
pushing overflowing carts, yes 
plural, through the store, racking 
up the highest total, winning the 
dangus outta shopping if it were a 
competish. I come from a line of 
market sweepers, fer shure. 

The Childhood Honorable 
Mention Market

The Rosewood was my childhood 
spot. All you needed was a dangus 
penny to enjoy a stiff AF Tootsie 
roll. I subsisted on Lemonheads, 
Mike and Ikes, and cheddar sour 
cream chips for 7 years. Sure, my 
parents cooked homemade meals, 
but the Rosewood snacks just hit 
differently. I’d strap the siblings 
into strollers and hit the road. 
Market trips were the shit. 

The Coming Full Circle, Circle 
of Life Market

The Penny Saver market is 
the new destination location for 

me and my 7 year old market 
shopper partner in crime… but not 
actually crime, because we totes 
use our allowance, obviously. It’s 
throwback AF for me… brings 
back memories you might say 
if yer not hip with the lingo. 
Being able to share my obsesh of 
markets and their marketeers, 
and the fun strollin through the 
hood without a care in the world 
except which treat you’re going 
to spend your change on, is all a 
market connoisseur like me could 
ask for. Some people never find 
their calling. I’m not saying I’ve 
found mine, but I find my affinity 
and proximity to these bomb AF 
markets rather “convenien.”

My knowledge of markets 
around town is, I’m just gonna say 
it, impressive. My bank account 
agrees, and I’m sure you do as well. 
Now I use my allowance, quarters 
that will mysteriously disappear 
if not spent fast enough, earned 
inconsistently for work that is done 
consistently, which feels like a rip 
off…but these treats aren’t buying 
themselves so I can’t complain. 
Portland is full of markets to make 
memories in. Any market marketed 
in this publication that helps 
market the Chapel Theatre, that 
has a friendly gas station market 
across from it, is a market I’d spend 
my dimes in. But, hey, that’s just 
my two cents. 

CLOS E D

— Healy

(Back in 10. But not really. 
Have you ever waited by a door 
that said: “Back in 10”? They’re 
never back in 10. After 15 
minutes you can legally leave.)
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One of my fave Twilight Zone episodes is “Th e Lateness of the Hour.”
An inventor and his wife are waited on, hand and foot, by robots 

who do everything for them, no backtalk.

Their daughter, however, wants to get out 
and “Do something with her life!” Alas, she 
must stay inside, lest she betray the family 
secret. If the townspeople see the robots, 
everyone will want one. Then Daughter finds 
out her own robotic roots. Guess who was 
reprogrammed to fit in?

Humans are so messy, aren’t they? All 
those emotions… often late to important 
things like work… prone to illness 
(especially if they’re stuck in jobs they 
hate). Annoyingly (if you’re trying for mill/
billionaire status), these humans want to 
be PAID for their mostly boring, sometimes 
dangerous work. They also insist employers 
put money aside so when they become too 
old or ill to work, they will STILL get paid. 
Imagine that! Not only do they want money 
for nothing (and their chicks for free), so 
they can buy life’s necessities, they want 
to accomplish items on their bucket list. 
Leisure pursuits, indeed. Ridiculous. 

Moguls know employees comprise their 
biggest expense. Thus, they use all methods 

at their disposal to reduce the costs 
associated with the very persons whose 
efforts result in the mogul’s ow n wealth. 
Surely using robots would increase profits. 
Am I the only one worried about this?

Robot and AI technologies are developing 
at an alarming rate—alarming if you’re an 
average Josephine, anyway. Yet we’re aiding 
and abetting the perpetrators’ plans. We 
allow constant surveillance even Orwell 
couldn’t imagine. “Oh, it’s just marketing,” 
people say, but it’s not. AI developers need 
data on how we think and act so their robots 
will be truly lifelike. (Check out website IAI’s 
“The Case Against Reality.”)

Think your job is sa fe from robotics? 
We’re not talking “Danger, danger, Will 
Robinson,” models that fall somewhere 
between a vacuum cleaner and the Tin Man. 
Robots have come a long way. baby. Read 
Margaret Atwood’s The Heart Goes Last and 
see how far.

We’re told robots will mean more free 
time for us. Instead of driving ourselves, for 

“DOMO  ARIGATO,
M R .  ROBOTO.”

Musings From A Part-Time  Mystic

B Y  J E N N I F E R  H O L L A N D
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instance, we can hop into a self-driving car. 
Think of all you can accomplish there!(?) 
But what if you’re a taxi or bus driver? And 
O, how handy it will be when you’re sick, to 
pop into a health clinic manned by robots—
unless you’re a health care worker. True: as 
robots become commonplace, our free time 
will increase. But folks, we’ll have no money.

Case in point: When I was declared 
disabled, I was forced into taking Social 
Security. What a financial shock. But when 
you leave the game early, you leave with less 
money: the dreaded words “fixed income” 
describe it. Even those with a decent 
pension are discovering they don’t have 
enough for basics, let alone indulging their 
creative side. My “retired” friends all work, 
or are looking for work. 

Meanwhile, government finds more ways 
to slash money from program budgets for 
housing, food, healthcare, and clean air and 
water. I can’t imagine it ever deciding to give 
people MORE money for nothing, let alone 
private corporations. Yet AI enthusiasts 
swear we’ll be free to pursue wants because 
needs will be met by robots: this idea wars 
with reality.

One reality is, we hasten the robots’ 
arrival every time we complain about not 
receiving PERFECT, SMILING, SPEEDY 
service from human customer service 
personnel. Only robots needn’t pretend 
they’re not bothered or offended. Only 
robots can be programmed to smile 24/7. 
And a boss never has to say, “Don’t bring 
your personal life to work.”

Employers may desire automatons, but we 
as consumers needn’t aid and abet them by 
requiring perfection of their staff—and what 
the hell is ‘perfect’ anyway? One person’s 
‘perfect’ is another’s ‘disaster.’ It’s all a 
matter of perspective. 

None of us wants to be judged harshly 
and irrevocably for all-too-human behavior 
displayed in a particular moment. Do you 
operate better when someone stands over 

you, judging every keystroke or burger 
flip? Do you do your best when someone’s 
yelling at you? (If so, you’re in a minority.) 
I’m reminded of Keeping up Appearances’ 
Elizabeth, who so dreaded the summons 
to coffee with her judgmental neighbor 
Hyacinth, she invariably spilled or broke 
something.

To keep the robots at bay, we can stop 
expecting perfection—theirs or ours. Try 
this simple experiment: For one week, greet 
each person with a smile whose job it is to 
serve you, no matter whether your dog died 
that morning or you just received a speeding 
ticket. Notice how the employee reflects 
your expression, effortlessly. People cannot 
resist a heartfelt smile meant just for them. 

Then, find something in every transaction 
to be grateful for and acknowledge it out 
loud. “Thank you for leaving room for 
milk.” “I love that there’s always a place 
to park my bike.” “Did you know you’re 
the only store whose restrooms are always 
clean? Thank you.” 

I enjoy visiting places like Freddie’s 
and noticing how, for example, the dairy 
manager, whose aisle sees more traffic than 
O’Hare, arranges her stock for easy reading: 
labels out and pulled right up to the rim. 
I’ll say, “How inviting your section 
looks!” Or I say to the guy cleaning up yet 
another spill on Aisle 7, “I appreciate how 
you always clean up messes right away.” 
He beams. Think how you feel when 
someone gives you an honest, unprompted 
compliment—especially when you were 
“just doing your job.” 

If you go to a manager give kudos, not 
criticism. Employees get enough criticism, 
don’t worry. Only a robot could smile while 
cleaning shit from a restroom floor or 
making its hundredth soy latte of the day. 
Before you Yelp or criticize, exercise a bit 
of compassion.

Domo arigato, but you can keep your 
Roboto. I prefer flawed humans. 

“DOMO  ARIGATO,
M R .  ROBOTO.”

B Y  J E N N I F E R  H O L L A N D
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Joshua Baker lives with his wife in Oregon, where he 
works for the U.S. Postal Service. His writing has appeared 
in PDXS, Foliate Oak, bioStories, Cirque, and The Pangolin 
Review. In his spare time he enjoys hiking and taking pho-
tographs at the seams between civilization and nature. 

Guns—
like greed, poverty, pestilence,
violence to women and children—
form part of the Great Tapestry.
The first weapon-threads were embedded so deeply
so early
(surely warped, not weft?)
ancient weavers remember not their origins.
No way to unpick the fine wools now,
though present weavers try.
With magnifying glass held in hopeful hands,
they kneel at the feet of history
and look in vain.
Behind the artisans the gun-lovers crouch—
nicking needles
stealing scissors
taking tufts—
distracting the peace lovers from their task.
 They are all too close to the hanging.
From a distance
I laugh, sadly.
For it’s easy to see what violence has 
been done to the Tapestry.
I look not at the grass roots; my eyes travel upward. 
Do you—
can you—
see what I see?
Areas of grayed, frayed wool
(inferior stu� )
mar the precious pattern; they
grin ghostly
sneer sickly
from the red-lipped mouths of history’s generals;
their tombstone teeth,
once woven in gently 
by duped women 
stooped in sorrow,
now hide openly, in a place too lofty
for the searching souls at their feet.

B Y  J E N N I F E R  H O L L A N D
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Continued from p.17

and unfuckwithable.” To her, taking no 
shit seems to mean not being afraid to 
speak your truth.

While heavy topics like mental health, 
addiction, and loss crop up in stories at 
Telltale, Pettet wants people to consider 
other ways to get vulnerable without “it 
automatically meaning that they need to 
talk about the worst things that have ever 
happened to them. I want to hear more 
about resiliency and less about sadness.”  

Pettet reads as well as hosts. Her writing 
method is essentially inspiration by way of 
her procrastination running into a deadline. 
“I panic about 48 hours before the show 
because I haven’t written anything, and 
then I drink whiskey and lay on my kitchen 
floor and feel bad about all the spider webs 
down there that I never clean up. On the 
bus to work, I’ll throw something together 
and edit it a million times, and find a way to 
link the topics, and then probably still feel 
not awesome when I read it, but then love 
it after I’ve read it.” 

In a perfect world, Pettet mused that 
people would help find grants for Telltale, 
and shows would sell out in advance and 
make enough to pay people who help. 
Perhaps it could morph into a podcast 
or literary anthology. She hopes that 
“the idea of community is contagious…. 
Professionally, I’m still learning a lot. I 
hope that I continue to find beauty and 
balance in the joy and the mess of being 
me.” 

Whatever she is doing is working, and 
there are rewards. “Last week, a Telltale
fan bought me a drink because he thinks 
what I’m doing is cool. That’s pretty wild.”  
Indeed.
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